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times in the counthry - but when and where, I'll just not
tell ye. You can get no hould on me for that/
*Oh, I don't mean you any harm/ said McCoy. 'But I'd
like to know what size and look of a man he is. I've got a
description of him from the runaway list, but that was took
long ago, when he first came out/
'Och, faix, if it's your luck to take the poor boy prisoner,
then God's will be done. What sort of a man is he? Well,
he's like meself, for we always used to be took for brothers
whin we was together.'
The bushrangers and Rashleigh himself were hard put to
it to suppress their smiles at this, since the speaker was red
as a fox and not more than seven stone, while Foxley was
twice his weight and as swarthy as a Moor. A greater dis-
similarity could hardly be conceived, and it was immediately
obvious to them that the bullock-driver's intention was
simply to focus interest upon himself, and that he had never
seen Foxley, or even heard a description of him.
*I should just like to know whether there is a chance of
falling in with this same Foxley/ observed another bullock-
driver, 'for I could guess what to do in such a case.'
'Indeed,' broke in Foxley himself, 'then I can promise
you for practically certain that Phil Foxley is nearer this
than my mate here thinks. I'm certain I've been close to
him to-day, and I'll swear to be alongsides him to-night/
'Well, then, if he's as close as that,' said the bullock-
driver with a look of alarm, 'I'll just get my musket ready;
and I'd advise you to do likewise, Jem/
He and Jem thereupon disappeared under the dray, and
returned with two old military firelocks. Jem remarked that
the charge had been so long in his gun he would draw it out,
but Foxley, seeing that the screw on the end of the ramrod
was broken, offered to do it for him. Meanwhile, McCoy
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